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O Mature! a9 thy shews an' forms
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms !
Whether the summer kindly warms

Wi' life an' light,
Or winter howls, in gusty storms.

The lang, dark night!

The Muse, me poet ever fand her,,
Till by himsel he learn'd to wander,
Adown some trotting burn's meander,
An? no think lang;
O sweet, to stray an' pensive ponder
A heart-felt sang!

The warly race may drudge an' drive,
Hog-shouther, jundie, stretch, an9 strive,
Let me fair Nature's face descrive,

And I, wi' pleasure,
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive

Bum owre their treasure.

Fareweel? c my rhyme-composing brither 1*
We've been owre lang unkenn'd to ither:
Now let us lay our heads thegither,

In love fraternal:
May Envy wallop in a tether,

Black fiend, infernal!
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